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Ah, the sunset 
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The chant fills Aki's ear shells as several joyous voices declare that they are not from London. The sing-a-long 
to the Negatives' song echoes from the blackish stone walls of the town, mixing into the church bells of the 
early evening. 


Everything seems far to him in autumn, 


The loyal-to-the-Queen-families are in their homes for dinner, the nasty skins hidden behind the next corner 
and the diabolic politicians nothing but headlines on the piled newspapers at the corner shop. 


None of them bothers the boys and girls as they shout their punk anthems into the crisp air. 
And, to his surprise, none of that bothers him . 
For the moment, he is too absorbed by the last sunlight that shines upon them. 


Everything seems late to him in autumn. 


It is only six pm, but the sun is already sleepy, casting its last glances through closing lids. The light lingers 
between every crack and gap, outlining roofs, steeples, chimney stacks and everything that stretches towards 
the sky. 

Spread thickly on the street between gauzy shadows, it appears to immobilise things and humans alike, pressing 


down on them with the heaviness of heat, making them slumberous and lazy. 
Everything seems slow to him in autumn. 


Even his singing companions look like bound by the rays that pour down over wild and colourful hairstyles, 
leather jackets, badges, beer-blotted jeans and boots. 

Their gestures are small and their movements are little, their eyes mostly closed and their faces tilted 
towards the warmth in which they bathe pleasantly. 

Surrounded by dark Victorian houses, they glow all the more. 


He watches them in silence, mesmerised by their golden skin and their almost marmoreal jolliness. 


How beautiful they are. his friends. 
A hand on his back. Warm and heavy, like the sun. 


He does not need to turn to the side, for he can tell who it is by the way the fingers are pressing into his 
shoulder, and just then lar's sparkling voice gushes from his lips. 


"What are you smiling at?" 


Aki has not been aware how quiet he has been, usually never refraining from singing or laughing along, though 
he is always the only one staying sober amidst all the punks drunk on cheap alcohol. He doesn't mind. He enjoys 
himself. And he is nevertheless a part of the young, rebellious lot. 


"You're beautiful," he simply nods in the direction of the group, smile widening as he receives a clumsy, bit- 


too-tight hug by the tipsy singer. 


"So ‘re you," lan breathes into his tousled hair, and the light, probably not intended touch of his nose against 
his scalp makes Aki shiver. 

When lan pulls back to take another sip of his beer and to chime into the next song, his voice always standing 
out from all the others, the spot on his shoulder feels almost cool in the last late sun. 

Aki looks upwards, eyes flashing amber, then closes them against it. 


Everything seems bright to him in autumn, 


